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ORDER OF THE DRAGON




Drake MacGregor always
adhered to the adage ‘let sleeping dragons lie’, until he slept
with one.

 


In an effort to make up for his past as
Vlad the Impaler, Drake has been living a small, quiet life in
Three Lakes. As the town’s archivist, his knowledge of history and
his place in it weigh on him. Drake has one desire—to rectify the
atrocities committed in the name of his knightly order. Too bad he
can’t keep his hands, or his fangs, off the local doctor,
especially when he discovers she’s an actual dragon.

 


Aliandra Cantora del Viento is old
enough and wise enough to ignore her attraction to the handsome
historian, especially when her heart suggests he might be something
more than he appears. Drake stokes her fires and curls her tail,
and after a hot night in her clinic, the game is on. But he avoids
her and nothing she tries breaks through his reserve, despite his
obvious interest. He turns her on then apologizes for it,
repeatedly. Not exactly the kind of relationship she’d hoped for
yet she can’t walk away.

 


When a mysterious researcher arrives
with his son, Drake becomes more edgy and irritable, and Aliandra
must decide if she’s willing to fight for him. Especially when he
might be her True Mate.
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 Chapter
One

 


 


Aliandra locked the clinic doors
behind her and stepped out onto the wet and windy sidewalk. She
sniffed the air, shoving her gloved hands into her down jacket’s
deep pockets. Snow wasn’t far off, the northern wind heavily laden
with moisture as it pushed against her chest. While the climate
wasn’t that different from her home in Peru, she still preferred
warmer temperatures.

Then why, in the name of
the Goddess, did you move to the Warbler Peninsula in northern
Michigan?

Aliandra sighed at the
contrariness and huddled down into her coat as she strode toward
home. She’d been drawn to Three Lakes by the very powerful presence
of a Morukai woman and the other Elder Races almost a decade earlier. The
call of the Morukai, an ancient Shamanic race speaking for the Goddess, extended
to all the Elder Races. They came to protect such a speaker, namely
Kate Blackamber, and Aliandra bet her tail barb it was the reason
she’d settled here.

But the
Morukai isn’t the only
reason I came to Three Lakes.

Aliandra increased her speed, trying
to outrun the truth. But the certainty trailed after her, laughing
in the sounds of the last wet leaves of autumn scraping over the
sidewalk in the wind.

He lived here in Three Lakes.

“Pah!”

She snarled as she damn near ran down
the sidewalk to her little house. She had her keys out and ready as
she raced up the porch steps and crashed into the door. Her hands
shook, but she forced the key into the locks and thrust the door
open, slamming it behind her to shove away the truth.

Dark, cold, silence met her and she
leaned against her door, trying to calm her breathing and her
heart.

Dr. Keener would tell you
to take a Valium. She snorted, her humor
slowly returning. Not that it would help or affect a Wind Runner at
all. Which just means I’m fucked six ways
from breakfast.

Shaking her head, she pushed herself
off the door and switched on the lamps in her living room. Light
flooded through the small space filled with brightly colored rugs
and cozy plush furniture. She passed her small antique writing desk
in her hurry to get to the brick fireplace, crouching on the
hardwood floor to pile wood behind the grill. She stacked the wood
in a harmonious pattern taught to her by a Hopi medicine man,
muttered a prayer of gratitude to the Goddess, and spat at the
heap. Bright, hot flame engulfed the kindling and a wash of heat
spread over her and into the house.

Aliandra sighed with pleasure,
reveling in the fire’s greeting.

She would’ve sat there all evening if
her phone hadn’t chirped at her with a message announcement,
rousing her from the fire’s allure. Aliandra groaned, sweeping her
hand through the fire in farewell, then rose to retrieve her phone
from her purse.

Sliding her finger over the smooth
screen, she grimaced when she saw the text message on her
“emergency line”. But her blood ran cold when she read the
message.

Injury at the Library. Archivist has
fallen. Please come immediately!

Oh hellfire, why did it
have to be me on call tonight?

Aliandra waved at the fireplace,
focusing on the moving currents of air in her home, and snuffed the
beautiful flames in one motion. She hoped the Fire Spirits would
forgive her abrupt actions as she stuffed her phone in her purse,
grabbed her keys, and shot out the door into the frigid evening
once more.

 


****

 


Drake MacGregor cursed his clumsiness
and his distracted state as he leaned back against the stacks of
books in the little Three Lakes Library Archives. If he hadn’t been
so distracted he would have fed yesterday or the day before,
eliminating the need for any help at all. But since Kate
Blackamber’s wedding, his concentration was shot to hell, and now
he didn’t have the energy to heal quickly or without
help.

Good excuse, but that was
two months ago.

Bailey, his sweet and flirty
assistant, had called the doctor on call at the Three Lakes Clinic
despite his protestations. She’d insisted and now he was stuck
waiting with his foot elevated while Bailey kept the people in the
library occupied. Dr. Paul Keener would laugh at him and tell him
to take it easy at his age, then give him a brace and send him
home. It would be fine as long as Paul showed up.

Dear Goddess, please send
Dr. Keener.

Drake tried to ignore the
plaintiveness of his inner voice, but the thought of seeing the
other doctor, the alluring, exotic woman
who smelled like mesquite campfires and spicy chocolate, sent his
head into a spin. She’d been at Kate’s wedding, flashing her
seductive smile at him as she gazed into his very soul with
peacock-green eyes. His hands had itched to trail down her thick,
glossy braid of black hair, holding fast to it while his mouth
swooped into to plunder hers.

This is why I’m such a
mess.

It had taken every bit of his
considerable control to remain cordial and gracious when his mind
filled with images of sinking his fangs and his cock into her warm
body. Dr. Cantora del Viento electrified him like no other woman
had since his dear Ilona, and he didn’t like it.

He had no business thinking about
anyone in that fashion. Family ties were fine. Drake had been glad
to see his nephew Fredrick MacGregor with his wife Bridget, the
Avatar of the Goddess, at the wedding, but even the Avatar had been
eclipsed by the erotic and exotic doctor.

“Oh, thank goodness you’re
here!” Bailey’s voice reached him all the way in the Archives.
“He’s in the Archives room and I think he’s broken his
leg.”

Drake grimaced. He could see Paul
chuckling and shaking his head, and he expected the refined man to
tsk over him with a look of resigned humor. But the vision that
stepped through the doors of the Archives behind Bailey stopped his
heart and stole his breath.

Dear Goddess of all, she’s
here.

Dr. Aliandra Cantora del Viento looked
flushed and windblown, tiny wisps of hair escaping from her braid
under her hat. It must have started snowing because her shoulders
showed water spots from the melt. Drake’s groin tightened as the
lights caught in her unusual colored eyes, beautiful eyes he wanted
dive into and rest forever.

Bloody hell, I’m too old,
too broken, and too cursed for her.

Grateful he wore loose slacks to cover
his hardening erection, he tried to reposition himself as she
surveyed the room, taking in the toppled bookshelf and scattered
books in disarray around him. He’d been weak and distracted and
clumsy, not a common combination for a vampire, and now he paid for
his neglect.

“Trying some extra
acrobatics, Mr. MacGregor?” Dr. Cantora crouched beside
him.

Her sultry voice hardened him even
more and he could barely grunt in acknowledgement of her remark,
losing his manners completely. Her spicy scent flooded over him and
his canines elongated in his mouth, itching to sink into her
delicious flesh. She gave him an amused smile as examined his
elevated foot.

“May I push your pants up
to examine your leg?”

She could push his pants all the way
off and he’d cheer her on, or at least his cock would. But Drake
tightened his lips over his fangs and nodded stiffly.

Dr. Cantora lost her smile to
concentration as she gently grasped his foot and pushed aside his
clothes. Her hands burned hot against his chilled skin and the urge
to crawl into her lap and wrap himself around her made him groan.
Drake jerked as he aborted the motion and she froze, mistaking his
movement for pain.

He felt pain, just not in
his leg. Why didn’t I wear boxer shorts
today?

“Did that
hurt?”

“No, ma’am, just surprised
me, that’s all.”

She inhaled slowly as her hands
returned to his foot and he tried to think of entering all the
books still listed in the old card catalog to keep from bursting
his zipper.

“Will he be all right?”
Bailey asked, making him jump again. He’d forgotten she remained in
the room.

“I believe so.” Dr.
Cantora lightly massaged his leg up closer to the knee and he
hissed in pain. Perhaps he had broken it after all. “It feels like
a fracture rather than anything more serious. I think we can get
away with a stabilizing brace and light cast, but we’ll have to get
you to the clinic for X-rays.”

No, no, no!
He couldn’t be alone with her at the clinic after
hours. He was too hungry and too unsettled. He’d attack her and he
swore he’d never do that to a human again. Drake shook his head and
opened his mouth to protest.

“No arguments, Mr.
MacGregor.” Dr. Cantora held up her hand before he could say
anything. “You need to have it X-rayed and bound. You can’t even
walk. You’re leg is badly swollen already and you could do
irreparable damage if you walk on it. I have a wheelchair in my car
and we’ll get you to the clinic without a problem.”

She rose fluidly and his mouth watered
while his mind traipsed to places it shouldn’t. If she was so lithe
in day-to-day life, how would she be writhing under him?

Bloody
hell.

She looked over her shoulder at him,
cocking her head at a thoughtful angle. Her eyes glowed iridescent
green for just a moment in the library’s lights and a small smile
quirked the corner of her sensual mouth. Drake growled under his
breath as he sat up and rested his hands in his lap, covering his
obvious arousal.

Please leave so I can
recover what little dignity I have.

As if she heard his plea, Dr. Cantora
ducked out of the Archives, taking her heat and delicious scent
with her.

Drake missed it
immediately. Dammit.

“Oh, Mr. MacGregor, I’m so
sorry this happened.” Bailey wrung her hands, concern suffusing her
face. “I should have been in here helping you.”

“No, no, Bailey, you
needed to be out front.” He waved her off, hoping she wouldn’t
notice he slurred from hunger. “I’m just clumsy, that’s
all.”

Bailey frowned. “What were you doing
to fall so badly? You should’ve asked for help. I was just
reading.”

He wanted to smile at her attempt to
hide her worry by scolding, but her warm, coppery blood scent
called to him and he had a hard time reining in his hunger. He
leaned toward her before he could stop himself, and she threw
herself into his arms, hugging him tightly.

“I’m so sorry this
happened to you. I wish I could make it better.”

Oh, you can, my dear. Just
let me sip from your fountain of life and you’ll help
me…

Drake caught himself before he’d done
more than nuzzle her throat. His lips rested against the pulsing
vein under her skin. All he had to do was open his mouth and take
just a little.

No, no, I can’t. It
wouldn’t be right. But an insidious
thought reminded him it would save him from feasting on Dr. Cantora
when she took him to the clinic tonight and his resolve wavered as
his arms closed around Bailey’s back.

A hiss of surprise and dismay pulled
him back from his lustful trance to meet the burning gaze of Dr.
Cantora. She stood in the doorway behind the wheelchair, her
expression a perfect mask of professional disinterest, but her eyes
churned with an emotion he didn’t have the clarity to
decipher.

Drake immediately released Bailey,
jerking back to slam into the pile of books behind him. Bailey
squeaked as the books cascaded around them, adding more jumble to
the already destroyed room.

“Oh, God, I’m sorry. I
didn’t mean to hurt you.” Bailey stood up. “I’m so glad Dr. Cantora
is here to take you to the clinic. Call me when you’re done so I
know you’re okay. Okay?”

“Yes, of course,” Drake
mumbled, glad his lack of blood kept him from blushing.

Why do I feel like a
schoolboy caught by the nuns for kissing a girl?
She hugged
me.

“Let’s get him into the
chair and out to the car.” Dr. Cantora pointed at the wheelchair,
her face a flat mask.

Drake thanked his lucky stars her
interruption deflated his arousal as Bailey scrambled to help him
up. His need to feed rose a little at her nearness, but it surged
like a horse fighting the reins when the doctor shoved her shoulder
under his other arm.

Damn, why does she smell
so good? He closed his eyes and inhaled,
reveling in her heat and chocolatey scent.

“Focus, please, Mr.
MacGregor,” the doctor barked and Drake jerked his eyes
open.

“Yes, of course.
Sorry.”

They got him over the obstacle course
of fallen books and dropped him into the chair. Dr. Cantora
released him like he had the plague, retreating to the handlebars
of the chair before he could read her expression. Bailey fussed
over him, making sure he had his coat, hat and scarf wrapped around
him, and promised to clean up the Archives room while he
recovered.

“Call me if you need
anything.”

“I’ll be fine, Bailey.
Thank you for your help.” Drake hunched into his jacket as Dr.
Cantora wheeled him through the library. He ignored the curious
stares of the few people still inside.

The doctor wheeled him out into the
snowy night and the cold settled into him for the first time in
centuries.

That’s what I get for
letting her distract me.

He shivered and stuffed his hands into
his pockets as they rolled down the handicap ramp.

“The car is warm, Mr.
MacGregor, and so is the clinic. We’ll get you comfortable
soon.”

He suspected her ideas of comfortable
differed greatly from his.

When they arrived at the car, she
opened the door and warm air scented like her billowed into the
frozen night. She offered her hand to help him into the car, but he
brushed it rudely aside, mad at her for catching him with Bailey.
And mad at himself for caring if she saw him.

“I can do it
myself.”

“Very well, Mr.
MacGregor.”

Her cold response dug the
self-disappointment knife deeper, but he lurched his way into the
car and closed the door behind him. He had a little time to compose
himself while she took care of the chair, but her scent only made
his lust and arousal worse. By the time she opened the driver’s
door, his cock had hardened again and his hunger filled his mind
with lascivious thoughts.

Silence encompassed the car ride to
the clinic. Drake kept his eyes focused on the holiday décor
festooning the street lights and traffic lights of Three Lakes as
he dug his nails into his thighs. He hoped it would cool his
thoughts toward the woman beside him. Her scent had changed a
little with her irritation and sulfur edged out the spicy
chocolate.

Good. Better for her to be
angry with me than to encourage my lustful urges.

Dr. Cantora parked in front of the
clinic and got out without a word. He heard her open the trunk as
he scanned the dark building. Green holly garlands wound around the
silver handrails for the front steps, their little red berries
gleaming in the glow of the old fashioned walkway lamps. Drake
jumped when the doctor jerked open the car door and he swore the
little flakes of snow vaporized into steam when they hit her rigid
shoulders. The scent of sulfur intensified and he
hesitated.

“Do you need help to get
out, Mr. MacGregor?”

“Oh, uh, no, thank
you.”

He swung his feet out, but only put
weight on his good leg as he maneuvered into the chair she held. He
almost lost his balance when dizziness assailed him, making him
sway dangerously toward the sensually exotic doctor.

“Easy.” She caught his
elbow in a steady grip. “Let’s get you into the clinic. I think
you’re going into shock.”

Drake nodded and closed his eyes when
he settled into the chair. He heard her slam the car door shut and
felt the movement of the chair up the ramp, but he focused his
attention on curbing the hunger raging against his willpower. If he
wasn’t careful, he’d attack the poor doctor and have to make
reparations, not to mention the memory wipe. Pain and hunger surged
and he clamped his hands over the armrests of the wheelchair to
keep from grabbing the doc when she passed him to unlock the
doors.

“Hang in there for me, Mr.
MacGregor. Just a few more steps to get inside.”

He opened his eyes to find the
doctor’s beautiful face damn near nose to nose with him and her
scent flooded his awareness. A punch of lust overwhelmed his good
sense and he rocked forward with the intent to kiss her delectable
lips before he could stop himself.

Dr. Cantora’s eyes narrowed and her
mouth flattened into a hard line just before she pulled back out of
reach.

“Don’t you think you’ve
had enough amorous embraces for one night, Mr. MacGregor?” She
shook her head in disgust as she rose. “Given your state of shock,
I can understand your unsteadiness, but I thought a man of your age
would have better control over himself.”

Her rejection left him reeling in a
mixture of chagrin and relief as she threw the doors open and
shoved him through. The heat of the building hit him like a wall,
but the cold had settled inside. Hunger railed at him, screaming
for him to leap out of this chair and tackle the doctor,
consequences be damned. Drake gritted his teeth and fought his
inner beast down.

The clinic sat dark and warm, but
still smelled like antiseptic with the underlying taint of
sickness. He hated clinics, their scents and ambiance always
grating on his peace of mind. Tonight his usual distaste faded
before the doctor’s scent and heat. They were alone, all the other
medical staff home safe in the face of the oncoming weather, and he
was so hungry.

Dr. Cantora wheeled him into the X-ray
room and turned on a light in the corner.

“It’ll take a moment to
warm up. Please remove your pants so we can take an accurate X-ray
to see the damage.”

Drake gaped. “You want me to take off
my pants?”

He’d never be able to hide his
erection then.

“Yes.”

She strode out of the room and he
cursed under his breath. This day couldn’t get any worse, unless he
jumped Dr. Cantora and fucked her while he fed.

His inner beast cheered the
idea.

Drake levered himself up to his one
foot using the bench bed to keep him stable then balanced while he
fiddled with his fly. His cock throbbed with arousal from the
doctor’s lingering scent and each brush of his fingers against the
aching length eroded his grip on his inner beast.

He lost his balance as his hands shook
from lack of fuel and he swore, fumbling with his zipper as he
toppled against the bench. He released his pants to catch himself
and they slid off his hips to tangle his ankles. With a cry of
frustrated dismay, he collapsed to the side, unable to stop his
fall.

Fuck, I’m so completely
useless.

Expecting the impact with the floor,
he closed his eyes and completely relaxed his body…And landed
against something warm, soft, and spicy-scented.

“I’ve got you, Mr.
MacGregor. You seem to be having a little trouble. Are you certain
nothing other than your leg is broken?”

Drake wanted to answer, but the scent
of her body so near to his nose and the blood under the silken skin
of her throat destroyed his coherency. He wrapped his arms around
her, throwing his weight against her chest, and nestled his nose at
the base of her throat. Before his mind could stop his hunger, he’d
driven his canines into her neck and filled his mouth with her
sumptuous blood.

Two things registered to his
hunger-fogged brain. The first was the unbelievable richness of her
blood, richer than any blood he’d ever tasted. It filled his mouth
like the legendary elixir of life and warmed his body from the
inside out.

The second thing was a terrible snarl
echoing through the room just before Dr. Cantora flung him bodily
over the medical bench to crash into the metal shelves filled with
lead aprons.

Drake opened his eyes to stare up at
the woman towering over him, her eyes blazing with iridescent green
fire as she held her neck with one taloned hand. Her canines showed
clearly as she bared her teeth at him.

“What in the name of all
that’s holy do you think you’re doing?”


 Chapter
Two


 


Aliandra couldn’t decide what she
felt. Fury? Indignation? Lust? Arousal? Delight?

He bit me! He’s a vampire.
Oh Goddess, he’s so sexy. Her thoughts
cascaded rapid fire as she held her hand against her throat. The
blood slowly stopped flowing beneath her talons, but her heartbeat
only increased as her emotions banged around her skull like
pinballs. She tried to take a few deep breaths to return to her
human disguise, but her canines remained stubbornly
long.

“I—I’m sorry, Dr.
Cantora.” Drake MacGregor stared at her, dazed and unsteady. He
covered his mouth with one shaky hand. “I’m just so hungry and if
you hadn’t distracted me—”

“This is my fault?” She
snarled and dug her claws into his lapels, jerking him nose to nose
with her. “How is your biting me my
fault?”

“If you hadn’t distracted
me, I wouldn’t have forgotten to feed, and—”

“You haven’t fed?”
Aliandra hissed with disgust. “What kind of a vampire forgets to
feed? Hellwinds, man, that’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever
heard.”

She swung him around, pinning one hand
behind his back and propelled him across the room to one of the
rolling doctor stools.

“Sit.”

“Please,
Doctor—”

“Sit!”

He sank down onto the cracked leather
seat and eyed her warily, color returning to his cheeks as the
blood he’d stolen worked its magic on him. She crossed her arms
over her chest and clenched her jaws together to keep from tackling
him and biting him back. Her body raged with a combination of
arousal and excitement. He’d bitten her after nuzzling her shoulder
like a dragon lover and her body wanted more.

But he’s a
vampire.

And she wanted more of him, more
nuzzling, more biting. She scanned his body, belatedly realizing
why he hadn’t healed. He hadn’t fed and all his energy had kept him
upright, but he couldn’t spare anything for physical repair. Mr.
MacGregor needed blood and she was the closest donor.

“You need blood, don’t
you?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s why you didn’t
heal quickly tonight, right?”

He grimaced and nodded.

“Very well, Mr.
MacGregor.” She removed her coat and scarf, draping it over the
exam table as she gathered her courage. “You may feed from me to
get your strength up.” She paused and looked over her shoulder at
him. “You do know when to stop, correct?”

His mouth flattened with
displeasure. “I am a mature sanguivore.”

Aliandra snorted.
“A mature sanguivore wouldn’t let himself get in this position of being
so weak.”

Drake drew himself up to his full
height and his expression smoothed out into regal impassiveness. He
looked like a king unimpressed with the pleas of his subjects
despite having to look up at her while seated. But she wasn’t the
one begging.

He’s not begging, either.
Dammit.

“Now is not the time to
sit on your
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